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Hue Tragedy' “ 

Enter the Qxecne. 

j^fe.Whofhall hinder me to waile and weepe,- 
Tochidemy fortune, and torment my felfe? 

J ie ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy* 

.£>#*. What meanes thisfceaneof rude impatience? 

T o make an aft o£ tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne,ourKing,is dead. 

Why grow the branches,now the rooteiswitherd 
'Why wither notthe leaues,the lap being gone ? 

Ifyou will line, lament: if dye,be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

Or' like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new Kingdome of perpetualLreft. 

tZ)«r. Ahfo much intereft hauelinthy forrow,< 

A s 1 had title in my noble husband : 

I haue be wept a-worthy husbands death, 

And liu’d by looking on his image : 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance. 

Are craft in pieces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glafle, 

Which grieues me when I fee my ilia me in him, 
i hon art a widdow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee-; 

But death hath fnatcht my childreu from mine armes, 
And pluft two crutches from my fecbieJimmes, , 
Edward, and Clarence, O what caufe haue 1, 
Then,beingbut moity of my felfe, 

To^ouergoe thy plaints, and drownethy cries? 

T , °J j ^ood aunt, youjwept not for my fathers death, - 
j-ovv can we ayd you with our kindreds teares ? 

1 Ctrl. Our fatherlcfTe'diftrefTe was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours Jikewifc be vnwept, 

JJfS^iue me n0 helpein lamentation, 
i am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
ihatlbeing gouerndbythe watryMoone, " 

Aiay fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world; 
.v» ray husband forray heire Lord Edward, 
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